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The  Brookline  ^'Oman's  isxchange  Is  one  of  my  earliest  recollections  an* 
-J  the  Maypole  Dance  in  union  Hall  for  its  benefit,\was  an  early  institution,/ 
/f@r  many  years.;    The  year  I  took  part  in  it,    1905,     the  little  sirls  entered 
in  pairs,    wearing  flower  wreaths  on  Tiheir  heads,     a  piano  accompanying  their 
minuet  steps,     A  small  child  took  the  part  of  a  buzzing  Bee,    as  we  started 
twining 'the  Maypole,     One  recollection  of  this  dance  was  that  I  eaught  whoopin 
-cough  from  my  partner  i^eg^y  Estes,    now  Mrs.    pred  Lee,    She  ma:^'-  be  said  to 
have  given  rae  temporary  double  vision,     as  I  saw  two  of  everything  for  a 
while!     Despite  all,    we  had  jolly  whooping-cough  parties  throughout  the 
siege,    especially  on  the  ifinglewood  Avenue  estate  where  the  jSstes  family 
lived.    After  they  moved,     the  large  stone  house  belonging  to  Peggy «s  grand- 
father Avas  used  as  a  uonvale scent  Home,     'fhen  the  whole  estate  was  replaced 
by  apartments.  <^cr^<^  ^^  9 '=^0  V-WP  "W.  P 

i  remember  walking  with  ray  father,    when  I  was  five,    on  a  very  snowy  day, 

up  Dean  Road  to  the  large  red  brick  house  of  Mr.     and  Mrs,    Frederick  wlloox 

Ckalfke,    on  the  comer  of  Dean  Road  and  Dniee  Street,     rhere  Miss  Dawson  taugh 

t 

Elizabeth  Clarke  and  me.    Later  on  the  schoolroom  was  used  for  early  evening 
dances  which  I  would  call   -very  late  at  night!"     Robert  Stone  and  I  were  the 
the  youngest  couple,     what  lovely  days  of  delightful  chivalry  those  were, 
when  Elizabeth's  brother  Stanley  and  other  "big  boys"  were  kind  enough  to 
dance  wii^h  a  lirtle  girl  1     only  one  trying  incident  *do  i  recall,    when  one 
of  them  turned  to  a  girl  next  him  on  the  other  side  and  asked  her  if  she  had 
the  next  dance  taken,     "This  little  thing  is  all  right  but  she's  not  our 
age,"     he  said, 

"l  beg  your  pardon?"    l  said,     sitting  forward  with  great  dignity. 
"I  was-  talking  to  the  girl  next  me,"     he  replied, 

"I  know  you  were!"     I  retorted,     "and  I  heard  what  you  said!*'  Whereupo 
in  ray  vexation,     X  rolled  a  chocolate  candy  into  my  white  party  dress,  while 
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ansry  oears  came  to  my  eyes.  Happier  times  were  when  i  recited  "The  ihree 
Bears"  to  Stanley,  as  we  danced,  I  had  recently  played  lioldilocks,  with 
a  blonde  wig!     Mrs,    uharles  iNorris  and  wentworth  Shepar^,     each  of  brookline, 

had  loeen  bruin  and  Mammy  imff,    with  Buckingham  butterfield  of  nearby  parti 
as  I'iny  Oub.     when  we  swung  past  Stanley's  contemporaries,    ho  informed  them, 
"we'ro  playing  'Three  dears'!" 

The  year  following  Miss  uawson's  little  class  for  two  at  the  Clarke 
residence,     i  attended  school  at  Mrs.    Maeriam's  house,    near  what  is  now 
"Brown  (iables",     on  '"'inthrop  uoad.    Her  son  "William,     Marie  mmons  and  I  were 
Miss  Hudson's  pupils.     1  recall  tearing  my  teacher's  black  silk  dress  in  a 
tantrum  and  being  put  in  a  high  chair,     when  too  old  for  such  an  insult! 
AS  1  was  4oo  ashamed  to  tell  the  family  of  this  episode,     nothing  was  done 
about  the  dross  but  l  can  hear  it  tear  now! 

The  following  year,    I  began  my  days  at  Miss  jessie  a.  Rutherford's 
bchool  in  Regent  Circle,    it  was  held  in  two  pleasanu,     sunny  rooms,  with 
an  upstairs  room  for  early  morning  singing  and  Christmas  entertainments. 
Those  were  the  days  when  children  recited  classical  poems  in  unison,  seated 
at  their  desks.    Among  the  pupils  were  i:,dward  Richardson  mitton,    now  the 
head  ©f  Jordan  Marsh  company,     william  Fitzgerald  who  wrote  "Gentlemen  All", 
DP«    George  Harding's  daughter  L>orothy  who  lired  a  door  or  so  from  the 
school  and  a  Tery  brilliant  little  Bradford  Sprout.     Henrietta  ring,  now 
Mrs.     rtichardson  of  the  brookline  Historical  i^ociety,    would  attend  school 
there  when  she  Tisited  brookline.    bhe  had  a  governess  and  was  quite  mischie- 
vous I     we  would  have  recess  in  the  little  green  park  across  from  the  Beacons- 
field  where  the  new  atar  wiarkec  is  now. 

"When  J.  was  nine,     i  took  ijiusic  lessons  of  Miss  jileanor  Hooper,  sister 
•f  the  ex-librarian  Miss  i,ouisa  nooper.    The  Hooper  sisters  lived  in  a  grey 
house  with  a  driveway  on  Tappan  btreet.     The  rapturous  compliment      paid -iw* 
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her  one  day,     when  she  playe*  to  me  was        uh  o 

me  was,      uh.    Miss  «ooper,    you^re  wonder- 

rull     1  wouldn.c  know  you  from  a  pianola!  '     Another  r.i™. 

^^o^^er  uime,    when  j.  had  played 

-cim.    *o  .ou  W  wh,.  i3  ,oln«  to  happen.  .     .hatr-.    .  .3.e*.    i„  30.0 
trepidation,    ner  roply  was  *  «,Hfln  v. 

P  7  was,        ^  shall  be  very  much  ashamed  of  ^oul"  My 

relieved  answer  was,      oh.     is  tha^  an-.-     t  u  ^ 

,      on,     IS  thao  allr'     I  had  concocted  some  unknown 

tortare I 


ihoso  of  you  who  knew  otuart  jjoe  may  be  amused  to  read  these  few  remin- 
iscences,    one  day  he  rescued  marian  T»allace  and  me  from  fighting  for  an 
offered  place  under  ^.illy  De  Ford  s  umbrella!     iho  ehlDd  had  announced  he 
could  take  one  of  us  hone  from  school,     .vhereupon  we  made  a  dash  for  it. 
v-'hile  Wvj  Were  engaged  in  pushing  each  other  aside  in  no  gentle  fashion, 
(including  kicks!;     the  -young  man  ,     tired  of  our  struggles,     ran  home  with 
his  umbrella,    leaving  us  to  fight  it  out  in  the  rain,     ihen  Stuart  Lee  inter| 
-vened.     "Hoity  toity!"    he  exclaimed.     "That's  not  the  way  for  |:Atl]Jt© 
ladies  CO  act!"     separated  and  chagrined,    we  made  our  way  home  umbrellaless,| 
in  the  pouring  rain,     i  used  to  call  Stuart's  father  Alexander  "Huldiganda 

Lee,"    Shortly  after  seeiAg  Stuart  at  a  farewell  party  for  Miss  Morse  at  the 
Brookline  toiblic  ijibrary  on  Pleasant  otreet,     I  attended  his  funeral  in  St. 
P 

PPaul's  Church. 

in  1911,     I  went  to  the  Brookline  Gymnasium,     which  classes  iillen  i-erkins 
and  Peggy  Estes  also  attended.     Our  instructors  were  Mias  Magrath  and  Mr. 
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Cameron.    For  many  years  I  have  l»o«ja.  swlawlitg  in  the  pool  next  door  on  warm 
•lays.    Helen  Newton,    a  fine  school  an*  Sunday  school  teacher  whose  sister 
rtosamond  (now  Mrs.     Kdward  Fenno)  wrote  ''Londonderry  Heir"  and  Emily  rucker, 
a  recent  member  of  the  Brookline  Historical  society,    have  also  swum  there 
on  many  occasions,     as  well  as  re^^gy  iSstes  and  others,     among  them  laeinf^  the 
daughters  of  i^rthur  Hunt,    now  a  widower  at  Longifood  Towers. 

Around  1912,    I  attended  Miss  Pierce's  School,    now  the  park  School  on 
Boylston  Street.        Miss  Carrie  rierce  was  principal;     other  teachers  were 
Miss  Julia  Park,     Miss  ware  (later  Mrs.     Chamberlain)  and  Miss  Lee.,  who  ran 
the  Outing  Class,     rhis  class  met  for  luncheon  once  a  week  and  fepent  the 
aftornoon  athletically  employed  in  the  grounds,     ihese  athletics  were  repres- 
ented by  Larks  and  Swallows;     children,     not  birds  I     rhe  Captain  of  the  Larks 
was  Anna  ward  Perkins,     daughter  of  Mr.     and  Mrs.     Charles  Bruen  rerkins,  the 


of  "Oak  Wood",     Jamaica  Pliin. 


^^%e  were  discussing  our  futures  one  day,  Anna 
spoke  of  wanting  co  become  a  doctor,     •••phat  is  my  desire  at  present,"  she 
said.    She  has  been  a  most  useful  country  doctor  for  many  years.     It  was 
characteristic  of  Nancy,     as  we  later  called  her,     that  she  rated  herself 
modestly.      I  wrote  some  lines  to  her  but  she  said,    with  childish  frankness, 
"I  don't  like  that!"     «vmy?"    I  asked.     "Isn't  it  complimentary  enough?" 
"Too  much  so,"     she  replied.     "I»m  not  worth  all  that!^     The  same  spirit 
prompted  her  to  leave  the  Bellevue  Hospital  in  New  York  City  for  a  small, 
out-of-the-way  town  of  v-esterlo.    New  York. 

Busses  sometimes  took  children  to  the  Country  Club  for  skating,  where 
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Miss  rtllce  jeark  would  help  the  beginners.    Among  pupils  at  -nigs  rierce's 
School  were  Barbara  Harris,    now  the  wife  of  bishop  Henry  Anox  bherrill, 
rreston  james,     now  a  professor,     who  was  full  of  "the  old  Nick'',  judge 
ware's  daughter  ijena,    uorothy  rarker,    now  wirs.     otephen  -heatland  of  46 
Dudley  street,     tjrookline,     gband  daughter  of  fter,    iseginald  nowe,  then  rector 
of  the  uhurch  of  Cur  aariour  in  ijongwood,     whom  i  used  to  call  «La  Tery  human 
man!^**^    tie  liked  to  speak  of  himself  to  me  as  my    human  f  riend-' •    Emily  Furness, 
now  a  member  of  uhw  tjrookline  Historical  uociety,     was  a  pupil  ao  miss  rt©*»©e-i 
fierce '8.     "5till  sits  the  schoolhouse  by  ohe  road",     if  Boylston  street, 
with  its  modern  changes,     can  be  termed  a  "road"! 


Other  children  au  Miss  i^lerce  •  s  school  were  the  little  Ogdens  who  lived 

in  a  large  yellow  house  on  ji^ennard  Road.     rhey  wer«  doan,     i^ancy,     ^jlsa  and 

idok.     Mr,     and  Mrs.    Hugh  Ogden  were  their  parents,     j.  believe  their  father 

was  a  Colonel  in  the  First  world  war.     j.ho  ugden  children,     as  well  as  Hosamon* 

nunt,    used  to  raise  chickens  in  uheir  bams.    One  day   uhere  was  a  parcy  for 

the  little  ogdens  at  Fierce  Hali.     ..i*xa  -letcher  and  rtuth  Pond  were  among  thos« 

present,     xhoy  ar©  now  well-known  In  the  Brookllne  Historical  society  I  All 

the  Ogdon  children  are  married  now.     joan  llvea  in  another  soaoe,    but  Nancy 

and  iil»a  live  in  Brookllne.    Nancy  Is  Mrs.     Richard  Floyd,     a  widow  and  a 

P.  William 

grandmother,    ^ilsa  is  jjr. ,  ^  Marlow^  s  wife.     Bob,     1  thinic,     lives  in  New  York 
Gi&y*     in  lyio  Wo  came  hoi^e  from  xi.urope  wioh  Joan,     Nancy  and  their  paronts, 
landing  in  (.^ueboc.     xhat  was  when  we  wero  boarding  ab  Mrs.    Murray's,  1661 
Beacon  bfei^eet,     on  uhe  comer  of  Wlnuhrop  Road,     while  our  rectory  was  being 
built.    A  few  doors  from  us  the  ".'ickfleld,    where  a  Mrs.     Vila  lived,  was 
then  standing,    ^arlier  than  Dhat,     an  elderly  Mrs.    Able  also  lived  chere. 


NOW  these  houses  have  long  been  Dorn  down  and  stores  erected  in  their  place. 
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.      .,.,0      Like  m«st  children,     I  was  photographed 
partridge's  photographic  ^itudio.  Like 

L  .V  .other,    .ears  later,         parents  and  I  had  supper  with  .r. 
there  with  my  mother.  ^^^^  ^^^^ 

a^^Mrs.    partridge  in  tlH.4trsul.url.an  home,    where  th  y 

some  people  named  Pigeon! 


'  I  was  christened  in  tUB  e«rly  wooden  church.     I'm  told  1  beamed  at  everyone 
as  though  at  a  social  function  and  never  cried  I    Mr»    Frederick  Perkins  was 
the  Sunday  Sehool  superintendent.     His  daughter  xbllen  and  I  vjere  what  childrei 
call  "best  friends",    we  lived  very  near  each  other  and  played  together  about 
every  day,    idy  one  and  only  thoft  occramed  after  a  walk  with  jillen.    My  m^rs© 
Betty  was  always  with  us.    v/e  would  pick  flowers  by  the  wayside.    If  one  of 
us  got  something  rhe  other  didn't  have,      instead  of  sharing  it,    the  finder 
would  say,     '^I»ve  got  something  you  naven't  got  I     This,     this,     this!"  One 
day  Ellen  uprooted  a  little  pine  tree  and  was  much  excited  over  her  find. 
"I»ll  plant  it  in  the  ground,"     she  said,     "and  it  will  come  up  a  big  tree  I" 
I  grimted  a  bit  and  watched  her  plant  it  in  front  of  their  house  on  Tappan 
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■"hen  she  had  gone  in,    I  uproote*  the  tree  and  took  it  home!     No  sooner 
kftfll  I  reached  the  living-room  that  it  came  over  me  what  a  crime  i  had 
connnitteil    My  mother  said  she  would  never  forget  the  vision  of  her  small 
child  standing  in  the  doorway  yelling  and  J|olding  the  little  tree!     "Oh,"  I 
wailed,     "I»ve  done  such  a  dreadful  thing!"    Nothing  would  suffice  but  that 
my  father  don  his  raincoat  (for  the  rain  had  caught  my  mood)  and  put  the  tree 
Ijack  again,     I  watched  him  replant  it  fro»  the  nursery  window,  sobbing 
until  he  finished  his  kindly  task.    Ellen  knew  nothing  about  this  episode, 
until,    years  later,     I  told  her  of  it.    we  were  then  both  much  amused!  I 
decided  stealing  was  too  uncomfortable  a  process.    Although  we  considered 
ourselves  the  happiest  children  in  the  world,     v/o  woujd  fight  over  which  one 
should  push  the  now  Kev,    Louis  Leprelite  Perkins  in  his  baby  carriage!  He 
was  her  little  brother,     who  is  now  a  very  handsome,    dignified  clergyman! 
Ellen  took  up  nursing  after  school  days,     I'hen  she  married  John  P.    Rieg  of 
Orange,    Massachusetts,    where  they  now  live,     I'hey  have  two  charming  young 
daughters,    mlaanor  and  Alice, 

I  attended  Miss  Hill's  dancing  school  at  the  Hotel  Beaconsf ield.    Later  I 
went  to  Miss  Bouve's  dancing  class  at  d^ardnavrHall,    now  the  I'orf  Memorial 
Chapel,     on  Washington  street. 

A  private  drawing  class  at  the  home  of  Mr,     and  Mrs.     Saxe  on  ^'alnut 
Street  consisted  of  jillen,    Catherine  Richardson  (the  architect  Hayde  Richard- 
son's niece),     the  artist  T"alter  Kilihaji's  daughters  Jeanette  and  feresa  ^who 
lived  on  iidgehlll  Road,     Eleanor  saxe  and  I,    we  painted  pretty  little  curly- 
haired  peter  Kilham  with  clear  consciences  but  when  it  came  to  the  head  of 
Christ,     I  quit,    I  considered  it  irreverant  on  my  part  to  try  such  a  sacred 
work  of  hoart,    Catherine  and  the  Kilham  girls  were  the  only  members  of  that 
class  to  progress  in  the  field  of  art. 

Someone  said  to  Mrs,    Kilham,     "i  wish  vouf^  u    .  u^ur^ 

9      ±  wisn  you»^  stop  having  so  many  childr©" 

-7^ 


I  UJ  u<  I  •  r  « t  J  t-i  fij  tj  t.» 


an<  do  some  creative  work!"     "Well,"    replle*  that  la*?,     "If  you  don't 
consider  having  ohlldren  creative  work  -  "  !     She  was  quite  a  wit.    Of  a 
child  m  the  neighborhood,     she  said,     "He  may  be  his  mother-s  little 
damns  but  he's  broken  almost  every  window  In  our  house!"    Kllza  Orne  'Shite 
live*  m  that  nelshborhoo*.     as  *1*  Mr.     and  Mrs.    Storrow.    Dr.     and  Mrs. 
narlton  Fr>>ncl3.    whom  we  woul*  visit  In  their  summer  home  In  -vest  Har<..lch. 


^■■■■■■S^^l!™;  house  at  50  warren  Street,    where  my 
old  frlen*  Kosamon*  Hunt  Uvea.    Dr.    Sabine  was  our  family  doctor  an*  he 
ha*  a  cu.e,     ^erky  little  way  of  talking,    rhen  a  nurse  was  dustlns  my 
grandmother.,  Slbbs-s  room  at  our  home  on  47  aarrlson  Hoa*,    he  said,  ".top 
stirring  up  that  stuff     Dust  In  a  room  never  hurt  anybody!     Dust  stlrre*  up 
is  what  makes  trouble."    Of  Kosamond  Hunt- s  mother,    he  once  remarked,  "Mrs. 
Hunt.  -  only  sensible  woman  In  Brookllnel     Has  her  cMld  play  out  In  the  morn 
ing  and  go  to  school  In  the  afternoon.     Only  sensible  woman  In  Brookllne!" 

Julia  Dulany  Addison 


